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Cruelty 


Author's Notes: 
I'm going to be expanding the next chapter. | just needed to get this out there. 


It was cruelty. Pure and utter cruelty. To be forced to do a concert against a musician's will, had to be against 
the law. There was no bloody way in Hell that what Townshend was doing, was even close to being legal. Eric 
was perfectly comfortable with staying at home where it was safe and warm, with a fine looking bird to keep 
him company. It was starting to feel like Pete had robbed him of that. Grumbling from where he sat on the 
passenger side of his captor's Porsche, Eric stared out the window with a scowl on his face. The two had 
barely spoken a word to one another, an intense silence falling between them. It was a rather upsetting thought 
that the younger male had to dress him, after promptly kicking Alice out. In truth, Eric hadn't made an 
objection with the latter. 


"Ya can't keep doing this, Eric. Do ya like goin’ through these damn cycles?" 


Pete's words cut through his thoughts like a sharpened knife, causing him to turn his head in the other's 


direction. 


"| didn't ask for your help." He replied flatly, focusing his gaze back out on the window. It was clear he was 


avoiding the topic as much as he could. 


In no way did he feel comfortable in expressing how damaged he really was. To Eric, it hadn't seemed obvious 
in the slightest as to how worn out he'd looked, making it rather clear that, no matter what he said, people 
knew. They all knew of the days he'd spend inside, never to show his face to anybody, downing all the alcohol in 


which to drown himself in misery. The worst part of it all, was that they knew he was using heroin. 


That simple fact broke him into pieces, and filled his heart with guilt. It was a clear reminder of how he'd been 
letting his close friends down. Despite all their efforts to help him, and practically save his life, Eric still abused 
their love to fuel his addiction. 


How could he tell them what he was really feeling? There was no way to even begin to admit to the number of 
times he'd sat with a bottle of alcohol, a gram of coke, and a shotgun, comtemplating suicide. In telling Pete 
that, Eric was certain that he'd be completely inclined to walk out. Everybody else had done so. Pete was no 
different. 


"They told me, you know." The other male started, rather abruptly, causing Eric to jump a bit in his seat. 


"Told you what? Are people saying things without my knowing about it?" He asked, filled with agitation that, yet 


again, people were talking behind his back about him and his situation 


Pete pulled the car over, before slamming on the brakes, shifting his body around to face Eric better. Rage 
and frustration was written all over him. 


"Do ya not see that people actually care about you? Myself included? Nobody would be talking and trying to 
help if they didn't bloody well care about you!" Pete snapped, continuing to stare at the other guitarist that he 
loved with all his heart. It was the honest truth, and he'd be damned if he didn't make sure Eric knew exactly 
what the gravity of the situation was. 


The sudden shift in the other's mood took Eric by surprise. He hadn't expected Pete to still waste his time 
with an addict like himself. 


"| don't want to bog you down with my problems. You don't understand how hard it is, pushing you away like 
I've been doing." Eric managed to say, not really feeling up to discussing it any further. He wasn't used to 
talking things out. 


Pete rose a brow at the older guitarists words. 


"What makes you think | don't understand?" 


